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THE LIFE OF TYMON 

O F ATHENS. 


ajftlus Trimus. Scoena Trima. 



gntcr Poet, Painter , Jeweller + Merchant&nd Mercer, 
atfeaeralldoores. 

Poet. 

;OoddaySir. 

Pain. 1 am glad y'are well. 
Poet. I haucnot iecne you long, how goes 
the World? 

Ic weires fir, as it growes. 
I that's well knowne : 
But what particular Rarity ? What Grange, 
Which manifold record not mate hes : lee 
Magicke of Bounty, all thefe fpirits thy power 
Hath coniur'd to attend. 
1 know the Merchant. 

Tain. I know them both : th'othei s a Ieweller* 
UWer. O 'tis a worthy Lord. 
lew. Nay that's moft fixt. 

Mer. A moft incomparable man, brcath'dasit were, 
To an vnty reable and continuate goodneffc : 
He paflcs. 

lew. I hauealewell heere. 

Mer. O pray let's fec't. For the Lord Timonfn? 

Jewel. If he will touch the ettimate. But for that — 

Poet. When we for recompence haucprais'd the vild, 
It ftames the glory in that happy Verfe, 
Which aptly fings the good. 

tftter. Tis a good forme. 

Jewel. And r ich : hecre is a Water looke ye. 

Pain. You arc rapt fir, in fomc workc, lomc Dedica- 
tion to the great Lord. 

Poet. A thing llipt idlcly from me. 
Our Poefie is is a Gcwne, which vies ^ 
From whence 'tis nouriiht : the fire I'th'Fline 
Shewcs not, till it be fti ooke : our gentle fl joic 
Prouokes it felfc, and like the currant flyes 
Each bound it chafes. What haueyou there? 

Pain. A Ptfturc fir : when comes your Booke forth ? 

Poet. Vpon the heeles of my prcfentment fir* 
Let's fee your peer e. 

Pain. 'Tis a go >d Peece. 

9m. So 'tis, t us comes off wcll ? and excellent. 

Pain, Indifferent. 
, Poet. Admirable: How this grace 
Spcakeshis owne ftaoding : what amentall power 
This eye (hootcs forth? How biggeimaginacion 
Moues in this Lip, to th'dumbneffe of the gctture, 


One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life: 
Hecre is a touch ; Is't good? 

Poet. I will fay of it, 
It Tutors Nature, Artificial! firifc 
Liucs in thefe toutches, huclier then life. 

Enter certaine Senators. 
Pain. How this Lord is followed. 
Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men. 
Pain. Looke moc. 

Po.You fee thisconfluence;this great flood of vifitorj 
I haue in this rough woike,{hap'd out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace andhugge 
With amplcft entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moues it felfe 
In a wide Sea of wax, no leucll'd malice 
J nfefts one comma in the courfe I hold, 
But flies an Eagle fl ght, bold, and forth on, 
Lcaumg no Tia£t bchinde. 

Patn. Howfhalllvndcrftandyou? 

Poet. I will vnboult to you. 
Yo j lee how all Conditions, how all Minde*, 
As "veil of glib and flipp'ry Creatures, as 
OfGraue and aufiereqnalitie, tender downe 
Their feruices to Lord Ttmon : his large toi tune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
S uhdues and properties to his loue and tendance 
A>I forts of hearts; yca,from the glaffe-fac'd Flatterer 
To j4pemantH6, that few things loues better 
Then to abhorre himfelfc ; cucn hec drops dovvne 
The knee before him, and returnes in peace 
Moft nch in Timens nod. 

Pain. 1 faw them fpeake together. 

Poet. Sir,I haue vpon a high andpleafant hill 
Feigned Fortune to be thron'd. 
The Eafe o'th'Mount 

Is rank'd with alldefcrts, all kinde of Natures 
That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 
To propagate their Rates ; among'ft them alt, 
Wnofc eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fixV 
One do I perfonatc of Lord Timens frame, 
Whom Fortune with her iuory hand wafts to her, 
Whofe piefent grace k toprcfent {hues and feruantf 
TranflatcshisRiuals. 

Pain Tisconceyu'd.tofcope 
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me tbwM*^ 




rtOnofdAthens. 


arrtbonrtnanb^ken'd froiD the refl below, 
Line his head againft the fteepy Mount 
E climbe his happinefTe,would be well expreft 
Jour Condition.^ 
Poet. N*y Sir, Dut heare me on : 
„ ^fc which were his Fello wea bat ot late, 
I Lc better then his vale w; on the moment 
Sow his rtrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 
thine Sacrificiall whifperings in his care, 
Ulake Sacred eucn his ftyrrop, and through blip . 
brinketheficcAyrc. 
nin. I marry, what oi tbeie > 
post. When Fortune in her fliift and change of mood 
cpurnes downe her larebeloucd ; all his Dependants 
VVbich labour'd after him to the Mountaines top, 
£ucI1 on their knees and hand, let him fit downe,- 
$ 0 t one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. Tis common: 
^tbotifand morali Paintings I can ftew, 
That (hall demonftrate thefe quicks Mowes of Fortunes, 
More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well , 
Tolbew Lord 7/«w*,thac meane eyes hauc fcenc 
Tbc toot abouc the head. 

Trumpets fonnd. 
Enter Lord Timm\ addrcfingbhnfdfc curteotfjlj 
toenery Sat or. 

Tim. Imprifon*dishc,fayyou? 
fJMef. I my good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt, 
His meaner moft fnort, his Creditors moft ftraitc: 
(four Honourable Letter he defues 
To thofc haue ftiuc him vp, which failing, 
periods his comfort. 

Tv,n. Noble Fentidixt, well: 
. am not of that Feather, to (liakc off 
My Friend wh*$ he muft ncede me. I do know him 
AGcntlemah,that well deferues a helpe, 
Which he flball haue. He pay the debt, and free him. 
Nef. Your Lordfhip euer bindes him. 
Tim. Commend me to him,l will fend his ranfome, 
And being enfranchized bid him come to me 5 
Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 
Buttofupporthim after. Fare you well. 
fflef. AH happincfle to your Honor. Exit. 

Inter an old Athenian. 

Oldm. Lord 7tfW0«>heare me fpeake. 

Tm. Freely good Father. 

Oldm. Thou haft a Seruant nam'd Luciliui. 

Tim. I haue fo : What of him ? 

Oldm. Moft Noble Timon, call the man before thee, 

Tm. Attends he heere, or no? Lucillins. 

Luc. Heere at your Lordfhips feruicc. 

Oldffo This Fellow heerc,L.71rw^this thy Creature, 
By nigl;t frequents my houfc. I am a man 
That frcm my firft haue beene inclin'd to thrift, 
And ray cftatc deferues an Heyre more rais'd, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim. Well: what further? 
Old. Onconely Daughter haue I, no Kin elfc, 
On whom I may conferre what I haue got : 
The Maid is fairc, a't^y oungeft for a Bride, 
And I haue bred her at my deereft coft 
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her loue : I prythee (Noble Lord) 


loync with me to forbid him her refort, 
My felfc haue fpoke in vaine* 
Tim. Themanishoneft. 
Oldm. Therefore he will be Timon ? 
His honefty rewards him in it felfc, 
It muft not bcaremy Daughter. 
Tim. Does jfhc loue him ? 
Oldm. Sheisvongandapt: 
Our owne precedent pa&cns do inftruft vs 
What leuities in youth. 
, Tim. Loue you the Maid ? 
Luc. I my good l.ord,and flic accepts of it. 
Oldm. If in her Marriage my confent be miffing, 
I call the Gods to witneiTe,! v^ill choofe/ 
Mine hcyre from forth the Beggers of the world, 
And difpolTcife her all. 

Tim. How (hall (he be endowed, 
Ifftie be mated with an cquail Husband? I 

Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent • in future, all. 
Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath feru'dmc long:' 
To build his Fortune, I will ftraine a little, 
For'tis a Bond in men. Giuc him thy Daughter, 
What you beftow, m him lie counterpoixe, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Oldm, Moft Noble Lord, 
Pawnc mc to this your Honour, (ne is his* 

Tim My hand to thee, 
Mine i Jon our on my pronitfe 

Lxc. Humbly I thanke your Lord^ip, ncuer may 
That (late or Fortune fy! into my keeping, 
Which is notowed to yoi), Exit 

Pojt. Vouchfafe my Labour, 
And long hue your Lotdflrip* 

Tim. \ thanke you,you fl^ll heare from me anon : 
Go not away. What hauc you there, my Friend ? 

Pain. A pecce of Painting.which I do befeech 
Your Lordftiip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 
The Painrng is almoft thcNaturall man: 
Foi finceD»ftionorTraffic{ccs wirh mansNature^ 
He is but out-iide : Thefe Penfil'd Figures are 
Fuen fuch as they giue out. I like your worke, 
And you fhall finde J like ic ; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me. 
Pain. The Gods preferue ye. 
Tim. Well fare you Gentleman ; giue me your hand. 
We muft needs dine together: fir your Ieweli 
Hath fuficred vnder praifc. 

Jewel. What my Lord, difpraifc? 
Tim. A meere faciety of Commendations f 
If I (hould pay you fcr"c as Vis cxtold, 
It would vnclew roc quite. 

Jewel. My Lord, Vis rated 
As thofc which fell would giue : but you wcilknow, 
Things of like vale w differing in the Owners, 
Arc prized by their Mafters . Beleeu*t deere Lord, 
You mend the Ieweli by the wearing it, 

Tim. Wellmock'd. Enter dpermantu*. 

Mer. No my good Lordjie fpc^kes)' common toong 
Which ail men fpeake with him. 

Tim. Looke who comes heere,willyoubcchid? 
Jewel. Wec*l beare with your Lordflhip* 
Mer. Hce'lfparenone. 
Tim* Good morrow to thee, 
Gentle Afermmtm. 

gg z Aper. 


